﻿The low slow beats of a cassette playing lofi transphonic deepfunk throughout the thrumming interior of the Apogee were suddenly cut off by a static fuzz as one of the many CRT-style monitors in the rocket suddenly came to life.


“Slyx Ryder, report!” Chirped the commanding voice from the monitor.


“Reporting!” Shouted Slyx from behind a pile of clothes and furniture that had been rhythmically thumping moments earlier. She stood up and snapped into a quick salute with a slight wet noise, completely naked and pussy dripping.


"Whoa, what?" Gizz slowly raised his head from behind the same pile of clutter and stared bleary-eyed at the monitor.


"At ease, Captain." The small, lagomorphic, and typically gravid form of Commander Twee Natala shone out of the monitor. She sat at her desk, uniform smartly fitted around the large pregnant belly that was almost perpetual for the adults of the asexually reproducing rabbit-like tribbits. "We have some troubling reports coming in of a derelict spacecraft in your region. We have reason to believe the ship was carrying contraband."


"Contraband? Of what sort?" Slyx raised a brow, to say that the Union of Worlds United had anything other than an extremely short list of contraband would be absurd, but in a massive galaxy, even the relatively freedom-oriented UWU had to mark some materials as too dangerous for public use.


“A parasitic metamorph held in cryo suspension.” Twee let out a sigh.


“Jizzjackers . . . .” Slyx blushed.


“Oh, like, that sounds fun!! What is it?” Gizz furrowed his brow and looked between Slyx and the Monitor.


"They're a semi-sapient species with a highly aggressive pathogenic lifecycle that involves parasitizing other species like some sort of macro virus. Thus causing the victim to either give birth to more of the species, and/or pass on the genetic code, depending on what form of biology they have." Commander Twee let only the smallest hint of trepidation enter her voice.


"They're dangerous but I'm sure we can handle ourselves, Commander." Slyx nodded seriously to the Commander's visage before shooting Gizz a wink.


“I’m sure you can, we’re expecting the best of you Captain. This will be a standard procedure for handling this sort of issue if you find any of the metamorphs. Quarantine, contain, and prepare for relocation to an appropriate nature reserve. The last thing I want is the Committee for Semi-sapient’s Rights riding my ass because you found a way to make the ship explode or something. Remember, if it comes down to it we’ve got your pattern on file for cloning.” Twee narrowed her eyes at Slyx then shook her head. “I’m sure you’ll be fine. You’re one of our best agents after all.”


"Of course, thank you, Ma'am. Standard tag and bag, I'll bring the Squirter! We'll get this smegbucket cleaned up don't you worry!" Slyx grinned.


"That's what I like to hear. Get to it then!" The Commander and Slyx exchanged salutes before the monitor scrambled into static and then shut off.


“You get all that computer? If you’ve received the coordinates go ahead and change course for the derelict.” Slyx looked up when addressing the disembodied voice of the shipboard computer in exactly the sort of unnecessary habitual affectation even the most rational of beings tended to adopt when presented with speaking to a voice with no clear origin point.


"You got it, Babe." The computer responded in its intricately programmed sultriness.


“Alright, with that done we should have just enough time!” Slyx grinned and turned back to Gizz.


“For what?” He smiled, cocking his head to the side until she pounced on him, grinding her dripping nether lips against his shaft.  “Oh, yah, that!” He giggled and embraced her as she gave him a deep kiss.


Several hours and numerous orgasms later the Apogee was maneuvering its considerable girth towards the Silver Cougar. The Cougar was a beautiful old ship, built to last and outlast generations of crew. She was a working girl, sturdy and well built with robust construction for taking massive loads of freight for the long ride between the stars. Her well-used docking port was able to take the entire Apogee, the great red rocket sliding deep into the Cougar.


"Alright, let's rock this!" Slyx stood at the airlock, carrying a massive Cosmos Unlimited Machining brand macro load goo cannon, also known as a 'squirter.' This brand, with its sizeable pair of spherical compressed goo canisters mounted in the rear, was a particularly popular model. The heft of the thing was almost too much for Slyx, the girthy purple cannon held up as much by the strap over her shoulder as her own arms.


“Yeah, let’s do this!” Gizz was wielding a pair of smaller squirter pistols and looking awfully proud of himself.


The airlock slid open slowly with a distinct hiss as a wave of musky humid air hit them like a wall. At least the air wasn’t thin and cold, or worse absent, so the ship at least hadn’t had any breaches, though the interior felt like walking into a swamp. The lights flickered, only about a third of them working at all, creating vast puddles of darkness intermittently lit by fading flashes of light.


“Well, judging by the smell I’d say we definitely have a brood loose on the ship.” Slyx reddened and stepped into the dark metallic halls of the Cougar.


“Whoa, so, like, have you fought these things before?” Gizz gave her a slightly awed expression.


“Once, I don’t remember much of it. The whole thing went poorly, it was the first time I had to be cloned.” Slyx bit her lip as the pair slowly made their way through the darkened halls, slowing to steal a glance carefully around a corner before continuing.


“So they’re, like, rilly bad news!” Gizz gulped then lifted his twin squirters with a look of growing determination.


"Yeah, if anything goes wrong I want you to get back to the ship so you can report in. Be careful." Slyx nodded, still scanning the area visually, occasionally checking a wrist-mounted motion detector.


“Like, fer sure!” Gizz nodded enthusiastically.


The pair wandered the winding twisting corridors of the Cougar, sliding from one puddle of light to another. They checked carefully around every corner, keeping a wary eye out for amorous metamorphs. Every small sound of the ship’s internal mechanisms running made them jump. When a small blip finally appeared on the motion sensor Slyx let out a sigh of relief.


“Oh, thank fuck! The anticipation was driving me crazy!” Slyx took another deep breath and scanned around trying to get a bead on where the motion sensor was indicating. “This way . . . .”


They turned a few more corners before finally arriving at their destination. Slyx girded her loins and checked around the last corner only to see an empty corridor. Cautiously she stepped forward, followed closely by Gizz.


“Whoa, there like, isn’t nothin’ here!” Gizz frowned at the empty hallway. Meanwhile, Slyx looked down at her motion sensor and furrowed her brow.


"It should be right here. Where is it?" Slyx whispered before looking around hesitantly and hearing the sound of motion behind the walls. "Fuck, it's in the vents."


The skittering sounds moved up the wall, then into the ceiling so fast the pair could barely blink. They'd had almost no time to react before the creature dropped down on them from above! It was a flurry of strangely erotic motion as the oddly beautiful beast landed amongst them.


The metamorph was covered in pearlescent latex-like skin wrapped around a thin frame resembling a sort of biomechanical anthropomorphic arthropod merged with distinctive fennecoid ears indicating the creature's original host. Especially notable was the shapely figure, hefty chest, and girthy cock swinging between its legs. The alien stood up to a staggering two and a half meters and let out a hissing roar. Warm goo splattered onto the alien, pinning it against the nearby wall and binding it fast. It hissed and flailed as Slyx continued to hose it down with her squirter until finally, Gizz sprayed its mouth with his squirter pistol effectively gagging it.


“Yay, we did it!” Gizz shouted and jumped excitedly in a manner that made his rear jiggle delightfully.


“We aren’t done yet.” Slyx took a deep breath, blushing with excitement. “There will be more where that came from. Question is how many more?”


As if in answer to the question a chorus of roaring voices echoed through the halls along with the skittering of many feet as the metamorphs crawled down the halls. A swarm of them rounded the corner. They were a menagerie, all bearing the biomechanical arthropod aspects merged with attributes from various hosts. Not to mention drooling lips and slits and half-hard erections bouncing as they ran forward crouching and leaping on all fours. Eager to have their most primal urges filled.


"Oh, fuck me! Run!" Slyx shouted as she sprayed a thick wide nozzle blast from her squirter before breaking out into a full-on run back towards the ship.


“We’re not gonna fight?” Gizz pouted as he ran after her.


"Shoot as we run! This is too many for the two of us, we need to regroup and call in backup." Slyx turned and fired another spray of goo, pinning another metamorph to the floor before continuing her run.


“Ummm . . .  They is rilly fast! We gonna make it?” Gizz swallowed and shot one of his little pistols at an alien, managing to stick its foot to the floor.


“You’re right. You go on without me, I’ll hold them off.” Slyx turned and stood her ground, legs spread wide as she fired her cannon into the midst of the oncoming horde.


"Aww, man! I'mma have to get you cloned again, huh?" Gizz sighed between panting breaths.


“I’ll be fine!” Slyx gave him a wink, a distinct blush on her ears as she continued to fire into the crowd of metamorphs, trying not to think about how much she’d enjoy losing here.


Gizz nodded and bolted. He scrambled down the hallways frantically, sliding as he turned each corner. Once the airlock sealed shut behind him he collapsed against the door, panting for breath. Once he could breathe he fumbled at his communicator. “Slyx, what’s your status?”


“I’ve been better.” Slyx was breathing heavy, wet noises coming across the sound of the radio.


“Awww, you got caught, didn’t ya?” Gizz pouted.


“Maybe a . . . huff . . . maybe a lil’!” From deep within the ship Slyx struggled against gooey slime sticking her to the floor.


“How come I don’ get to have any fun?” Gizz huffed.


"Maybe next time buddy! Look, you gotta-" Slyx was cut off by a gasp as one of the metamorphs ripped her skin-tight suit at the crotch. "Nnngh, gotta call in support."


“Yeah, yeah, an’ get you cloned. I know.” Gizz sighed.


"G-good boy!" Slyx managed before letting out a moan as one of the metamorphs slid its huge shaft inside her dripping slit.


“Heheheh, you liek, have fun, ‘kay?” Gizz giggled and pawed at his shaft listening to her over the comms even as he walked to the ships communicator to make the necessary.


"Thaaaanks! Will do! You too, 'kay? Call uh . . . call Buck Hart in for reinforcements! He- Oooh, that's good! Uh . . . He said he really loves your jiggly ass. He'll keep you company while I-nngh! I get cloned!" These were the last words Slyxy managed to get down before letting out a loud moan of pleasure around a thick shaft shoved down her throat.


“Awww, thanks! Yer always lookin’ out fer me, Slyx! Buh-bye!” Gizz giggled and hung up the communicator.


Slyx attempted a muffled reply as her eyes rolled back in pleasure. 'Fuck, I love my job!' she thought just before the first of the heavily ribbed girthy shafts filled her up with alien seed. She could almost immediately feel the effects taking hold. Her mind softened and melted under the intense pleasure and hypnotic effects. Her body priming to be an optimized little incubator for the swarm. She bucked and moaned as an orgasm rolled through her, straining against her sticky binding feebly as she licked and suckled on the cock in her muzzle.


'Feels . . . feel good . . . .' Thoughts bubbled and popped into her head as her mind weakened. Unnecessary mental energy drained out of her as her body was rewired. 'Get cake an' eat . . . too . . . .' She struggled to contemplate how lucky she was to experience this knowing her future clone would go on to continue her work, and inevitably find a fun end for herself as well!


‘Luv Job. Wan fuk . . . gud . . . make eggs!’ She drooled around the cock in her muzzle as another jet of seed filled her. She couldn’t quite remember, this was her job right? She was good at her job. More seed, more orgasms, her ability to keep track of what was happening was fading.


'Gud . . . fuk . . mi . . . eggs . . . fuk . . . gud . . . .' She wasn't sure how long she'd been at this. Her mind had lost all concept of time. Just cycling through a mantra of pleasure. Her belly was already heavy and gravid. How long had that taken? Or was it always like that? She couldn't remember.


'Fuk . . . Eggs . . . Fuk . . . Eggs . . . .' The two words swirled through her mind. Barely comprehensible to the incubator. She looked more like the creatures around her now than anything else. Vaguely vulpine features mixing with her alien biology. Her body was unable to move under the weight of her own pregnant body, even if she wasn't glued to the wall. Surrounded by eggs. All she could do was cum and lay and suck. 'Fuk . . . Eggs . . . Fuk . . . Fu . . . f . . . .' It all faded. Not a thought left. What was left of her brain was a pleasure center firing on repeat, a little orgone battery and egg incubator trapped in permanent endless bliss as all thought faded away. She really did have the best job.